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He scarcely had the time to rise
But managed to get to his feet
And left his duty incomplete.
Fast as his horse could run the foe
Bore down and thought to lay him low.
But failed, thank God, because, adept
And agile, the knight sidewise leapt.
He took in either hand a stone
(Hear how God doth avenge His own)                              35610
And when the Turk had turned his horse
And toward the knight retraced his course,
The latter took most careful aim,
And as the Turk toward him came
He smote him, just as he had planned,
With one stone that he had in hand.
Beneath his helmet, on his head:
Upon the spot the Turk fell dead.
The knight then took in hand the rein
Of the horse of him whom he had slain.                                3,620
And then the person who recounted
The tale to me saw how he mounted
Thereon and rode back to his tent,
And kept his prize in great content.
A   HEROIC WOMAN
As time went on its way apace
Many an incident took place.
Again there happened an affair
That merits to be told with care.
Many were those men who assailed
The walls, and many times they failed.                                  3,630
And some, to fill the moat, brought store
Of stones which eagerly they bore,
While with war horse and sumpter mule
The barons helped them, as a rule;
And many women bore their share,
Taking delight the load to bear.